














Tilt AMARANTH, 


A SEMI- MOTELS PUBLICATION, DEVOTED TO POLITE LITERATURE, SCIENCE, POETRY AND AMU SEMENT. 





Vouwume I. ASHLAND, onto, SATU R DAY, MARCH 20, 1847. Nt MEER 3. 
WAL Wt S §) SYLVA, A dark form glided to her side: Would burst to join in heaven with thi 


Orcs al. 


The Victim Bride. 


RY MisS MARIETTA V. FULLER. 


I sroop in a shadowy hall: 
Its fretted roof was hich, 

And gorgeous was its frescoed wall 
With many a sple ndid dye; 


And many a banner, torn and red, 


And stained with crimson gore, 
Was hanging silent o'er my head, 
Or dr roping to the floor 
Th y once had fluttered o'er the dead, r 
But now might wave no more! 
The mooi rt stole, in a me llow floo s 
Through the wiedows hich and wide: 
Its silver light seemed turned to blood, 
On the banner by my side. 
It came like a ehost thro’ the window tall, 
And many a shape it made, 
As it crept upon the pictured wall, 
Or on the vel nt laid; 
"Til strangely gleamed that lofty hall, 
In mingled light and shade. 
ft almost marie 5 | row chill, 
I ow i i range 
Tt mace 1 } ' nd still, 
When es would c} - 
Th » shift hapes, so wild and clear, 
That feli wit i ¥ gleam, 
Amid the sl ws dark and drear, 
W hic! rker now « com 
Those fiiful f s were iull of fear, 
And wilder than a dream 
Deep siles roode 1 the air— 
I< ian he is in i. 
As, over floor an res rare 
Phat fitful litt « troun 
Buts it e hushed air rung 
A s! kK, aervo e, 
As sti wiier cr ng nners h ne, 
The licht moved to and fro:— 
Aside the t stry W ing 
Wohi ver th r did flow 
A being fair, with robes of snow, 
Stood ‘twixt m nd the lial 
The m ibeaws on her form did glow, 
So strangely, ely white; 
Gems shone amid her raven hair, 
An i decked her form 6f grace; 
Vet livid was her forehead fair, 3 
And pallid was her face; 
And lip and check no tint did wear 
Phe life-tide left no trace! 
Of oran-e-flowers a lovely wreath 


Lay on her pe it y br Ww, 


And yet the hue that beamed beneath 





Was deathly whiteness now 

Her hands were clasped in deep despair 
Her fingers interwove; 

Her garments fluttered in the air, 
As still to ily she strove; 

Vet terror chained her light foot fast 
And to the floor it clove. 


He seized her jewelled arm 
With cruel grasp, and rudely cried, 


** Dost think I mean thee harm? 





Ah! now I have thee in my power— 
All he Ip 's lar away: 

Now, now has come the wished-for hour— 
‘I he € agle hus his pre y! 

Mine is thy hand, and mine tny dower:— 
This is a glorious day! 

Thy selfish guardian little thought, 

When now he made thee mine, 

That ‘twas thy countless gold I some ht, 
Fo till the place of mine. 

Ay, lovely one! rememb'rest thon, 
When I kneit at thy feet, 

How scornful was thy beaming brow, 


How proud thine eve of jet? 
"7 


Fis bitter thought of then, that now 


Doth make revenge so sweet 


“Yes, thou art mine! and thou shalt e’er 
Torwred and haunted be, 

"Til every hope is turned to fear, 
To make thy misery! 

a ec} +} La tt : 
bilwretct nes tho make thee pine 
For ceath to exse thy pain, 


Ww Ist every loathing thought doth twine 


“ Never!” burst from the lips of white 


Her eye was dark and clear— 


I shed like starlight through the night; 





veda ho sign ot lear, 
Her heaving bosom rose and fell— 


Her lip was curled in pride 


HIer arm was raised, and, when it fell, 


Without a moan she died! 
\ 1 
In horror the shadowy hal 
' ata? 9 
Phe groom quickly fled 
Hie left no ns on the wail 
j ! ibove tue ¢ ' 
And t , upon the marble floor, 
Phe white-robed victim lay 
Tr} wy folds we rT with gore— 
ry the the light did play, 
An ! lat spot it moved po more, 
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Liues on the Deathof a Little Sister 

BY 1. GRANGER 

THey told me, siste v, thou wast dead- 

The blast had bowed the myrtle’s be ad 

Oh! did thy spirit hover near 

And ask me, ‘* Why not shed a tear?” 

That tear was shed, the farewell given, 

And bitter were my thoughis at even! 

No, No!—I wept not, could not weep, 

To hear that thou cidst rest in sleep 

I felt my heaving soul its shrine 











How oft I've pressed thee to my breast, 
And prayed to Heaven thou mightst be blest! 


And thou art blest!—far from the strife, 
The tumult of this restless life, 

Where foes deride, and friends can frown 
At those whom fortune may not crown: 
Ay, thou art blest, where saints prolong 


The spirit-filling, heavenly song. 





The farewell given'—ah! must it be 


To eve ry thing that’s dear to me 7— 
I look upon the morning flower, 

Its beauty withers in an hour: 

I catch the flute’s sweet melody, 


But something answers, ‘* Not for thee!” 


But mine is not a frantic grief, 


For Hope brings sorrow some relief: 
She seeks the chambers of the heart, 
And forms of joy to music start. 

My soul bath heaved its deepest sigh: 
*Tis done—the fount of tears is dry! 


Oh! ever haliowed be the day— 


O'er it let Virtue hold her sway, 

And purest Love her garland twine, 
To crown the kneeling at her shrine— 
That day of days, when heart to heart 
Beat blissful love, why did we part? 


Oh! why, when smiling in my arms, 
Thy spirit of celestial charms 
Looked brightly from its grosser mould, 
As from its ore the glittering gold; 
W hen heaven was kindled in my breast, 
Why did we not then flee to rest— 
Phat rest for which my being prays— 
The home of thy angelic lays? 

My soul is sad—it fain would leave 

Its clay, ‘the vault of heaven to cleave 

To flee away and be at rest,” 

And be with thee forever bl 
Mansjield, Ohio, March, 147 
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Selected. 


17 When we cannot engage in an undertaking with 


the approbation of conscience we may be swre we are 


wrong ifwe proceed. A feeling of self-gratelation 


a 


always accotupanies an effort to do right, though it 





result in calamity to ourselves, 
ee 


t?Pride isan ingredient that is never found in ex- 


alted human nature. It is mixed tn the co:mposition 


of the weak-minded. Those who have «a mind to em- 


ploy, and a heart to improve, have no inclination to 
be proud. 
—_— ——> 2 Pe o-- 
tpLirr.—He that embarks on the voyage of life 
will always wish to advanee, rather }y the simple im- 
pulse of the wind than the strokes of (ie oar, and ma- 
ny founder in their passage while they lie waiting for 
the gale.—Johnsion. 
—— _~+weoee 
J3°The man who dies imnvensely rich dies a bank- 
runt to the books of benevolence. ‘The fact proves 


| thathe has notlived as he ouglit. You shall learn, 


by giving freely, that there is a value in money which 


you never dream of. 
i 





10 


The 


Amaranth. 
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RENA DI ALBULI----A TALE. 


BY MRS PHILOMEL 8. WEED. 


| 
—_—- 
| 





"TWAs a glorious moonlight scene in England— 
dear, old, merry England. Hill and dale, river and | 
forest, were thrown together, by the hand of Nature, 
into the most enchanting panorama of beauty and 
loveliness. On the evening of which I would write, | 
the whole seemed, indeed, the climax of beauty. 
Cynthia was pouring her brightest, mellowest beams | 
upon the scene; and, lighted by her rays, the eye | 
could view every object with as much distin« tness, | 
and far wore pleasure than in the glare of sunlight. | 
It was tl hour of repose from the toil and bustle of 
busy lite 


f 
No noise disturbed the quietness of the 


evening, save the chirrup of the cricket, or the song 
of the ssyeet-voiced nightingale. On an eminence, 
near the banks of the silver-waved Glossa, stood a| 
building, Balf cottage, half farm-house, of more mod- 
ern stru@eere than most of those of that style then to 
be found im England. It was only a story and a half 
from the ground; yet, notwithstanding its lowness, 
there were several rooms in the attic story. 

Seated jm one of these rooms, which served asa 
sleeping “partment, was a girl of * sweet sixteen,”"— 





certainly got more, judging from appearances. Her 
features ;weare almost infantile in their expression of | 
rare inngeence and childlike beauty; yet there was 
much ot womanhood on that imperial brow, and in 
the mellow lustre of those fine blue eyes. She was 
writing oy a table, in the farthest end of the room, 
and, thow@h it tras the hour for retiring, she mani- 
fested ii) inclination of doing so, but continued writing. 

Presemily, she laid aside her paper, while an ex- 
pressi@ of weariness crossed her features, and a - 
proached the window, She gazed awhile upon the 
enclhumting view, and then spoke aloud: 

* theme! home! my own dear home! shall I never 
see thee again? Surely, my father will recall me 
withormt that dreadful consent. All is beautiful here— 
all is lovely; but it is not Italy. One day more will I 
wait, and then, if Ernest comes not, I will write to my 
tathev that 1 will forget him—no, not forget him— 
that were impossible; but that I will never see him 
more, Qh! Ernest, art thou deceiving me? Six 
moons have filled and waned since the appointed 
time fer thy coming, and thou art nothere. This 
lingering on, between doubt and hope, is less en- 
durable than to know thee faithless.” 

But tis time we should know the name and history 
of our heroine. RENA DI ALBULI was the only 
daughtw and child of the Count di Albuli, a rich and 
powertul noble of Italy. She had loved, since the 
first duswming of intellect had visited her childish 
mind, tle young Ernest Mirandi, the son of a neigh- 
boring Count, of small fortune, yet high nobilit,. 
She had heen betrothed, since her infancy, (although 
she knew |) mot till after she lost her heartto Ernest,) to 
her cousin, the 30n of her father’s brother, a man of 
wealth, hut mot ef principle. The large estates of the 
brothers ‘9ined, and their mercenary souls thought, 
by marry @@ their children, to keep their wealth in 
the family. Renaknew nothing of this; and, had she, 
her noble <oml would have scorned the idea of giving 
her hand one man while her heart was another's. 
Though yong, yet could she see the evil principles 
and associniions of the young Count di Albuli; and 
she determieed, when the truth was made kuown to 
her, never wed one so worthless. 

In a long conversation with her father upon the 
subject, she made known her mind tohim. His high 
temper coulil not brook being thwarted by a girl—a 


| some means, hold conference with Ernest; and, being 


deep, true love for Ernest Mirandi, and how be had 
besought her to let him sue her father for her hand. 
“Girl, drive me not mad, lest I curse the hour of 
thy birth; for,” added he, “ rather than see you the 
wife of Mirandi, my own hands would robe you for 
the charnel-house. Know you not that his father is 
my greatest enemy? Know you not that he thwarted 
me in the love of my youth ’—that he won the love of 
Ida de Lacy, after her hand had been promised me by 
her father? and, though I afterwards loved your 
mother and wedded her, I never have forgiven him! 
Girl, girl, beware! for, rather than see you his wife, I 
would set you for a mark for my own archers to shoot 
at!" 
With these words, he strode from the apartment, 
leaving poor Rena entirely overeome by this unex- 
pec ted opposition from her father. From that day, 
she was watched with Argus-eye, lest she should, by 


seen by one of the domestics in an interview with 


. | 
him, she was ordered by her father to prepare fora 


long journey. 


“lam going to take you to England,” he said, 


}*and there you will remain till your reason returns, | 


and you learn to obey your father. I have written to 


your old nurse, Eva, who is married and comfortably 


settledin England; and she is willing to receive you. 


| You will take no attendant with you. No: the dis- 


obedient daughter of Count di Albuli shall minister to 


her own wants, in a distant cot 


ntry; while, by com- 
plying with my wishes, which would ultimate in your 


own good, the heiress of Count di Albuli, by repute 


| the greatest be auty in It ily , should receive the defer- | 


rain will I give 





ence and respect due to princes 


you a choice. Forget Mirandi—marry your cousin 
this night, or—but you know the alternative Decide 
at once, for we have no time to lose in idle converse.” 


* My honored sire’—thus did Rena reply —* gladly 
would I obey you, were the sacrifice any thing less. 
As itis, my heart—ay, more—my principles forbid it 
This in my answer.” 


“If this is your decision, you will repent it ere one 


year elapses. {f you should at any time bring your 


wind to this marriage, write me, and I will sanction 


your return to Italy: otherwise, vour residence wi 


be in England, far from home and friends; and I 
shall take the necessary means to intercept all letters 
to and from you. Be ready to start early in the 
morning.” 

De fore her de parture, she found means ot ¢ mVvey- 
ing a letter to Ernest, informin | 
tion, and received 


he would meet her in England at a stated time, marry 


her, and bring her back to Italy, in spite of the op- 


position of a thousand fathers. She went—and we 
have seen her in Englai 
* * » * * . . > 
After standin 
to where she had been writing She wrote a lew 


} 


minutes, then returned to the window, in great mental 


agony, and thus soliloquized: 


“Ah! Destiny—hard, tyrannical Destiny! thine iron 


sway is over me, tearing me from all that makes life 


Your father, maddened by your long silence, is even 
now on his way hither, accompanied by your hated 
cousin, determined, at all hazards, that you shall 
marry that dissipated man. But I detain you. Make 
all haste, dear one; and, once in our carriage, I will 
trust my noble grays to carry us from the reach of all 
pursuers.” 

In a short time, Rena appeared at the window, 
equipped for her journey. She descended to the 
ground with safety, by means of a ladder which had 
been provided by Ernest, and was soon safely seated 
in the carriage. 

“To Manchester!” said Ernest to the coachman; 
and they drove off at a rapid rate. On their way, 
Ernest informed Rena how the dangerous illness of 








¢ him of her destina- 


a uote from him inreply, saying that | 


gf awhile at the window, she returned 


his father had kept him so long from her, but he had 
written repeatedly, She very well knew why the 
had not received his letters. 

| They soon arrived at Manchester, where they 


were united; and as the man of God uttered those 





solemn words, ** Whom God has joined, let no man 
put asun ler,” their hearts ascended in eratitude to 
the Giver of good for the consummation of their hap- 
piness. They remained a few days at Manchester, 


then, after crossing the English Channel, proceeded 





| by short and easy routes to Laly, where they settled 
upon a small estate, bequeathed to Ernest by a distant 
relative, tar from their native home 
The next day after Rena’s d sappearance . the Count 
and bis nephew arrived at Eva's residence, and found 
the inmates in great alarm and consternation at what 
they called the mysterious disappearance of their 
| prisoner-guc st. The Count's rage was unbounded 
| He charged them with conniving with Mirandi, and 
| thre atened them with all the in tence of rage, if 
they did not instantly Inforn } im where shy was: but 
he was m convinced of their norance y the 
sincerity of their grief 
His passion soon gave way to tenderer emotions 
He feared she had destroyed herself, in a paroxysm 
| of grief and despair. He caused every nook and 
avenue, for miles, to be searched, streams to be 
dragged, and every means used to discover her; but 
nh vain. 


His nephew proposed returning to Italy 


“ What! retura to Italy without my child—my only 
chi ' T canno Would to God she were now 
| living, and the wite f Ernest Mirar 
| But he found it useless to tin in Eng 1. He 
| could hear no tidings of his lost one; and, with are 


luctant and repentant heart, he returned 





Years rolled on Phe old Count had long thought 
of his daughter as the companion of angels. He had 
long lost si¢ht of Ernest, and his absence from the 

|home of his childhood would sos times raise a 
| gleam of hope in the childless old man’s breast; but 
it would as quickly vanish. 

“Would to God,” he would frequently exclaim, 


“would to God my daughter were now living, apd 


| the wife of Mirandi!” 
} 
His nephew had maryied, and the dissipated life he 


led caused bim deeply to regret the strenuous measures 


| happy. Oh! my father, the time will come when} used to force his daughter to marry him. He often 


thou wouldst fain clasp thy banished child to thy 


bosom, and canst not. Ernest! Ernest! I may never| and the unsullied reputation Ernest had always borne; 


see thee, but—” 


“Tam here, dearest,” uttered a manly voice from 


beneath the window. 


“God of Heaven, I thank thee!” 


exclaimed Rena; 


drew comparisons between the young Count’s conduct 


and he filt that, had he given Rena to Mirandi, he 








might now have been a happy man. 


Ten years had passed since Rena’s disappearance, 


when some official business called the Countdi Albul: 


and she burst into a passionate flood of tears, the first| from the seclusion in which he lived, to a distant part 


she had shed since her exile. In a moment, the sash | 


of Italy. He was travelling slowly onward, one 


was thrown up, and by the clear moonlight she saw | beautiful twilight, and had arrived within a few miles 


that it was indeed her lover. 


of his destination, when his horses suddenly took 


“ Haste thee, dearest,” said Ernest, ‘‘and collect| fright; and, notwithstanding the coachman's efforts w 


what articles you wish to carry, and make as little} check them, ran with such speed as to overturn the 


were child, as he called her. She told him of her! noise as possible, so.as not to awaken the family.| carriage. The Count was thrown with much violence 





—S 





> 





reactant 


The Amazanth. | u 








against some fallen timber that lay by the road-side. | ing tunow. Our skule-master come from somewhere GBALWIAS GOLAN ‘ 


His attendants hastened to his assistance, but for a| in the United States. He teaches all sorts of big books. 














‘ : } =o i caf ', 
long time life seemed extinct. They carried him to | nee why, —upeoree x pares | “The only Amaranthine flower on eart f&  Vurtue 
the nearest dwelling, a beautiful and exceedingly | I can't say sich big words. She is the best scholar in | a ee 
: £, ’ : LPP OLR LS 








. : | . « > i 2? 3 a 
neat-looking building, where they were received with | skule; and another thing, she’s belle of the town, tu. | 
and every means was used to revive | She carries her head as high as any of your Nu 

} 


rst entering | York gals, Pil bet a cent; and she’s plaguey good- 


hk itali ROBERT V. KENNEDY, EDITOR 
much hospitality, 
the injured Count, who had swooned on fi 
the house. He soon breathed, and with 


ASHLAND, O.,::::::::552::252:: MARCH W, (847 
AGENTS FOR THE AMARANTE. 

** Rena!” he exclaimed ‘ ag ; : z Mr MatrHew ALLISON is a Travelling Agent 

“Who called my name?” said an elegant-looking Cen, cope; wari a notion, he’s one of the in the counties of Ashland, Wayne and Richland, for 

smartest fellers in Mexico, But I must tell you what the STANDARD and AMARANTH. Persone wishing. 

to subscribe for either of these papers can give their 

names to Mr ALLISON, with a perfect assurance that 








difficulty lookin’. But, howsomever, she aint so big-feelin’ as she 
used tu be, since cousin Sam has gone tu the war; for 


uaclosed his eyes. 4 . : : 
she’s dreadful fear’d he'll git killed: butthere aint much 


lady, approaching the sofa upon which he lay.— 1 
** Surely that was my father’s voice!’ a rousin’ big party we had tu uncle’s, last week. We 
& aoble-lookine RE pped to his side had a tall time fixin. Every thing was moved and 


“ Good God! Ernest Mirandi!” turned, and you would hardly have believed it was 


s 5 |all money paid to him for our use will be prompily 
‘the same house. Arter the candles were all fixed ina | II J Prone: 


“Yes, your son: forgive us—” paid over to us. 


“Forive us. father: ! rive us!” and Rena row onthe mantel-shelf, the gals begun tu gather in: : 4 ; 
Forgive us, father: oh! forgive us?” and Rena a Sage ag : ' Lu ants} (loeFRANcIs HAMMER, of Mansfield, is an authio- 
threw herself into the outstretched arms of the Count. , 2*tera while, the boys come, (but, mind, they wan't) | s i 
ized Agent for thee*Amaranth, Jor that town and 
vicinily. 
other; and there wan't a word said till Bets S— | ] JOHN M. Naytor, is hereby authorised anid re- 
spectfully requested to act as Agent for the Amaranth 


’ 


Just Heaven!’ exclaimed he, “thy wonder- | none of our smart boys, for they'd all gone3tu war.) 
working hand is manifest-in this unexpected meeting, | Well, the gals set in one corner, and the boys in 


My child was dead, and is alive; was lost, and is 
found. my children, little need have you to ask for- (her name is Betsy, but we call her Bets for short 


} 


’ in Wooster, and vicinity 
giveness: rather should J bow my head in the dust 


begun to talk about big books, what we didn’t none on 
, - ” « lers of ¢ tha 1 Qj | ———-————__0-~<9@e@e2e  —- 
“Oh! sav not so, dear father,” said Rena: “rather Us under tand. Arter awhile, we begun tu play ‘ imon, | 











let us all be therkful that your lif pared.” and sich like plays. Perty soon, aunt Sally come in, L> Our correspondents have enabled us to jiriseat 
3 uss t é i nat yi e is spared, ‘ ¢ ° : - sal . . . - - 
ie left the room, and ire aot tee and told us tu take some cheers. When we sot down, | 0" readers amost excellent paper to-day. The story 
sf » t Lhe Lia) 9 & } soot re | a “1, i ‘ hig - > 
i . . . ) Vr. > , ~ . efiele rally 
two children—one a boy of nine vears, the other a Se come and gin each on us one of her best China by Mrs Weep, and our poetical articles, are rally 
lovely girl of five ’ lates and white-handled knives. She then went out good. We return our sincere acknowledguirits to 
lo y girl ive. i : = 7 Ae Be . _ 
“You have not seen my treasures, father,” she | #0: she staid so long this time, some of them begun | “€ ™ riters, hoping that we shall often hear fronithem. 
said * Ernest and Rena this is your grantiather.”’ tu eit impashent, and commenced eatin’ nothin’. But This number of the AM ARANTH 3 worth the whole 
PRL LY RE REET a SiS they hadn't rattled their knives agin their plates long, | &¥ scription price of the volume. Owing to the lingth 
to you—even as you once were to me, and ever woul afore in she come, and gin each on us a piece of of most of the articles in this number, we hare not 
tO) ver you é t 1, an ) ‘ ‘ oo all aeiide : . 
Lave heen, bus fe tev Own cake and cheese: when they ate that, they all went been able lo give quite as much VARIETY as wsiiel. 
Ne : ‘ : hie = > te > belle iil baa: - 
“Sneak pot of it. father.’ she said. “We are | bum. But I must telt how our belle was dressed. Th ‘ SRA ae 
I ( tw his v wt week-—- 
happy now, and ever will be. I trust.” Her muslin dress her fathersentclean tu Nu Orleens ce " cunt ih 068 th ee village neat <27 ck 
r c : 4 } i 1 1! itv } } arter; a vel it was So perty It was as blue us the sky Cae Monday. Farmers and obliers at- 
he int was so badly yured that it wasthonght |‘ ihe es -* es — 7 . : roe apy 3 See ee . 4 y Peri . 
inexpe it to remove him for some wee - and, On asummer evenin’, all sprinkled over with stars. . ROS - : irt will have v= opportuntty of sitiserib 
when he had entirely recovered, he sisted so ur- She had on nu slips, but she didn’t like them, so Ons. sid — i “es on : er We aipect to 
! tirel) sae. ; r#i° sega SR ECLID din, Obtain quite a large addition to our list. 
ently on their returning with him, at | ve took them off and put them intu her work-bag 
gently eis ! ce h him, tak I ee? * - 
now lonely home cheerful and happy by their pres- “he had a braid of cousin Sam's hair, with here and } New Worl 
ae . 1 ae , there abead,on her wrist. She had curled her yell 
ence, that they finally consented Ernest dispos rere anead, on her wrist. she hac cur 1er } ow We I . . 
. : : ; aa ¢ have received several new literary works, 
his pronert = icel Sp eae i. “thee lait hair with a pipe-stem, and ornimented it with tater- ‘ a y 
us property, and, with Ceep regret, they tel , ialnad' dideinieeill Ik ; which we have not room to notice at length to-day, It 
spot where so many bright and happy vears of the Nossoms; anc it looked spiendertferous. ROW SRS sna 2 : nities : . 
hi beat heen ans 5: sects outshined any of your city belles. But I'm afraid abe: pamention to devote « emall portion of sumpapes 
a gee ar : ese * thi lest hoe to the notice and review of new Books, Maguzines, 
The Count lived many years after these events, YOU! git Urea readin: this letter; but, when you . > ’ , ’ . 
: ’ e3 ’ -c., under the head of * Enrror’s TABLE.” This, 
cheered by the kind attentions of his son at toohter ahswer it, tell all about your Nu York gals, and 5 ‘ll by! int s sat! . 
; i i and ! 7 ana etichineta’ wih - i allres 
The young Ernest and Rena entirely won his heart ®95Weritas soon as you gitit and alwavs remember a gin ne, NOSE NO SE ON Eee 
- “= de: ” ee Stee pratt » " . i¢ AMARANTHIL. 
by their ivful innocence, and were particular fa- Your friend, POLLY WALKER. eda ~ 
weaned For round is the ring that has no end, | Thanks 
a, ~~ vf iccaaaa Cimive i Ad So is my love for you, my friend. Pw - r eh 
Death at last called the old Count from this world : acme : | = We return thanks to our friends of the press for 
to a heavenly one, and he was laid in the tomb of his ey rere | their many flattering notices of the AMARANTH, and 
ancestors. His memory was ever dear to his children . = the very handsome manner in which they have sean fit 
Ihe young Ernest has now arrived at man’s estate, Nor Bap.—Mr. Macready was never popular with to compliment our humble self. We do not like \\at- 
1: " op eae " > Sos ies ' stock actors. » annove t 1 xreedinely at ree ain : 
and is the pride of his parents. Rena rid to be K actor He annoyed them exceedingly at re tery, and hold the flatterer in no high repute; yot we 
less beautiful and amiable than was her mother, and hearsals by giving every man his particular place on are nol wholly insensible to the good or bad opiaiuns 
: ’ ate a > : the <tave, « } in the nic » presented » ahs . 2 - nn * 77 
is on the eve of matrimony with a young nobleman of ze, so thatin the picture presented he should be of ourfellow-men. That individual who pays wo r-- 
her oy countrt the centre This actor st sts e at ac a = ‘ . A 
Ler own country. " rica scl md here, that actor | gard to such opinions, is either a fool or a knave/iis 


t 


Having seen our characters through all their trou- there—it was his will, On one of the nights of his | jn, llect so obtuse as to render him incapable of \/1s- 











les, we will lay aside our pen, and, with a respectful last engagement in Boston, when he was to play | criminating between good and evil, or his chawucter 
bow, take leave of our readers. Hamlet, he was very particular at rehearsal in the | so irredeemably base as to render him reckless im- 
rks hio, March, 1847 disposition of characters at the fail of the cu ain 2 | dim : ‘ 
Jackson, Ohio, March, 1847. position of aracters at (i : : a a He | different as to what is passing. Whenever we shall 
1 selected t mostco ding we ¢ 2 Stage ag ; Y 
eatin cman ha lected the most commanding | deeb sts | have it in our power to reciprocate the kindness @>ur 
; d - roy ot ae Dal is at om | . = ‘ 
Original. well down to the lights, and declared that there he | brethren of the quill, we shall not hesitate to do so, 
Letter from a Yankee Girl in Mexico, i«nded to die. It so happened, that as the fatal = 
TO HER COUSIN IN NEW YORK. moment was approaching, just after Hamlet had | ([9> We would inform our brother editors threreh- 


stabbed the king, that his majesty took it into his head | out the country, to whom we have sent the AMARANTH, 
to die on the spot selected by the philosophic Dane. | (hat we do not expect their papers in exchan gor s- 
The poison was burning in Hamlet's veins—he was in | pecially such as now exchange with the STANDARD 
the agonies of death, but still he found time to say, | We will, however, make an exception in favor of (he 


sotto vece, to his step-father, “ Back! back! I’m cong Onto CULTIVATOR: we want TWO copies of WHat 
these three months, and haint got no word from the old to die there!” r 


ZAcATECAS, Mexico, March 4th. 
Cousin Susan: I take up my pen to inform you that 
me and all the folks are well, and hope that you are 


enjoyin’ the same blessin’. I've been tu uncle Jake's 


The blood of outraged royalty was | paper—one to copy from, aud one to preserve. 
acle } Seclaes up, and the stabbed monarch replied, “I’m King, | ° 
/ncle has such a pleasant situation. His house, | 4.4 7° die where Id—n please—pick out a place for | [1 Persons who may wish to take the AMARANTH 
which is built of round logs, is surmounted by a beau- | will please bear in mind that we can still supply BACK 
EP a EE RIT | NUMBERS of the volume. It would be wall enough, 
tu the bars. This is surmounted by some meshanic | P apne however, for those who intend to subseribe tv do so 
: 3 . cane ke a soon; for, should we continue to receive swhsmriplions 
potatoes, which are now in full bloom. O, butstop:| OVER a window in Richmond is this notice, in large | gs rapidly as we have for the last few days, the first 
I've almost forgotten tu tell you about the skule I'm go- | letters: ‘* Preparatory School for Boys of both sexes.” | three numbers will soon be out of print. — ; 


folks to hum yet: howsomever, I ainta bit hum-sick,. 





: ee : ‘ yourself; and Hamlet was compelled to let his soul 
tiful turpentine walk, distending from the pizarro down 




















Original. 


The Baptism of Christ. 





Morning had g@gmme! It was a lovely morn. 
Each droop? eed, and bending spray 
Was gemni-}) @ith glittering dew, 

And forest -Siggeters filled the air 

With one CfQ\e@eus music-strain. | 
The easterne ty glowed with rich tints, 

Betokening 
And soon |S @a® of burnished gold 

Rolled fort! jen the mighty floor of heaven— 
And earth \w8® probed in glorious light! 

Thus did tye™hey 


he sun's approach: 


awake, which was to view 


The bapti«m Creation’s Lord !— 


Morn 


Phe dew-dF 


ape 
I 


_* noon came— 

mf all had danced away 
Upon the pote ‘ 
And the 
Beneath the Wn 
The 

In the 
Which gave 


Phe wide, exam 


eams of Sol, 
SW eel ms of Flora slightly bowed 
cigect. 

vaulted of heaven was mirrored 
ne breast of Jordan, 
with life-like truthfulness, 
ve sheet of blue. 
Upon its banks « multitude had gathered, 
And with streantii@ eyes, and throbbi: 


Stood listening ta 


4 heart 
fty strains of holy eloquence. 
Upon a craggedyck, which overhung the wat 
Stood the Ay osth 
Was of coarse “jamel 
No jewels sparhi a 


Nor was he dei 


John—his robe 


‘s hair— 
on his brow, 
a with garlands; 
But as he Ss} oy 
Was 
Attimes a halo¥ot divinity would flash upon hi 
And 
Kindle in his awe, as if some che 
Fr 


tw them, his voi 


low andiitm fer, like some drean 


a strang 


nm arthly brilliancy 


om the reali®s of bliss whispered in his ear 
Oh! with w ure and fervent zeal he spol 
Persuasion ned on his tongue, 
And many iw before him bowed, 
In deep hiijeilityv. He prayed 


His voice Wie wafied on the spirit of the winged win 












To the ctummeal throne ! 

The day wisnearly spent—erening was approachir 
Yet still The people hasted not away 

Phey sthed spell-bound, it seemed, 

Watching, with very eagerness, each word 
That fel) from those beloved Tips. 

“J but br tise with water, but there cometh one 
The lat@uet of whose shoes Ie am not w 

To unloos his baptism is the Holy-Ghost ; 

While yet l@ spake, the Saviour came 

From Goilee to Jordan! His limbs were we ary 
And his)ijarments soiled, but in his eye 

There Gpamed a holy, calm, and heavenly light: 
And a5 te neared the multitade. 

He as! for baptism. But the disciple, 


To his megimess and humility, forbade him:— 
“It is not Geet that J should do this 

Unto thee. Thou the 
And honcited One—whose presence 
Fills illiniitable 


W hose 
Which bl: fee in the heavens— 


who art creat 
space— 


gitey gleams in évery star 


Whose poder is noted in the comet's flight— 
Whose 6/T7litness sparkles in the burning sun— 


W hos 


bred could speak into existence worlds- 


Whose noi} destroy as soon as formed:— 

It is not vegat that J, an instrament of thine, 
Should do white best beseemeth thee for me! 
“Vet suffer 9 be so now,” was breathed 


Inlow, swee time 





, and they descended to the water 
How solemn fit impressive was the scene! 

The beavens Wore hung around the west 

in gorgeous {ul%s ef gold and crimson drapery: 
Now changing ta deep, dark, brilliant green 


Amaranth. 


And purple; anon they'd fashion of their beauty | ledge, and with many pure and rich gems of thought, 


Large wreathes of mimio flowers, or float 
In massive, silver pillars o’er the { 
Azure depihs of air; and as they mingled 
Thus their orient hues, a gentle, rosy light 
Enveloped earth—shedding a softening, 
Haligwed influence over Jordan's bosom! 


Each 


eye was fixed intent upon the scene; 
Silence 
The light foliage 

On the forest trees, or kissed the lily 
As it stooped to 


reigned profound, save when 


winds stirred the 
bathe it cheek 


sn wy 
I: the cool, sparkling wave. 

They came up from the water— 
A clow of 
The c 
And 


The depths of tissuey blue rolled 


beatific radiance o’erspread 


yuntenance of the Saviour, 


as he raised his eyes above, 


Jack in mighty heaps, and from 

The highest heavens a window opened, 
And the Holy Spirit, as a gentle Dove, 
\ll innocence and purity, came fluttering 








On quickest wing, down, down imme usity of space, 
Rest upon him! 
A cloud swept low, in solemn gra ur, 
From its sister train, o’ershadowinge thenny 
And from its bosom issued forth a v 
Terrible and des “This is my only sor hom 
fam weil pleased!" Fr. HX. S 
-2eoo 
Or 
CONVERSATION 
MAN is acreature formed by the gre Author of 
e universe, and placed n the planet rth for 
e purposes nd in order that might ad for 
if lerent stations he ‘ f to fill is en- 
ywed with faculties sus le of 1) 1 \- 
roverment, and is i ot cdtsceeri ri 
] 1 evil He ha ce '« fo 
ensure 1 social nver n 18 one f ‘ imhie 
est pleasures that can be enjoyed by rational bei 
Dr. Watts s ks of conver ion as bei nh { 
five fran meth ot ou ving the mind Nu- 
tie s e tive enents ae f Irom r I in i ) 
from « r n By I i na wlecg 
of the most elegant and re t 1 of the world 
for these have committed their matured thou s to 
wriil An r benefit « ed from t ne of 
| s, thai we m eview weat \ 2 £0 
and me re eee e€ seasons, ¢ 1 on 
SETE NESE lm reir hours, havin books al 
wavs at han whereas, by ¢ s m we | “ 
ne of the presentt uw! the pea Is COVE! 
In free and friendly « ‘ I i 
pow rs ¢ » inte ts h 
superior vigor in q t of ve unknown trut! 
( ersation calls in } i | Wi * tbat Das 
been lodged inthe 1 i. nt t s r souls 
W hen we are conversing with an intimate f , Wit 
whom we have passed our lives, how often do our 
thouchts revert io childhood nc recall to mind the 
| many pleasant days and hours that have passed away, 
never to return! There is nothing more pleasing to 
the ear than to hear persons pouring forth the preciou 
contents of their souls, in aitree and easy address. As 
we listen to an individual conversing with all the en- 
ergy of a refined min as he breathes forth his sonl- 
stirriny sentiments in full trar orts of ce light and 
ardor, we become inspired with feelings of admira- 
uon; and, ere we are uware, We are carrie d away by 


the rich tones, and, as if by an electric shock, we also 


ire touched, and powers are awakened within us, of 


whose existence we were lb fore rorant. Conver- 





unlocks the soul, and enables us 





sation is the key that 
{to exhibit the treasures which are therein contained. 
| Although the mind may be stored with useful know- 








| waters refreshes not. 





































































yet, if we are incapable of expressing them, they will 
be to others as sealed fountains, the sweetness of whose 
How important, then, that we 
should carefully cultivate an art capable of refining, 
strengthening and exalting the mind, and producing 


: J.M.L 


so great an amount of happiness! 


BYBWVAAA, 


Tz Some pig-killer, in the pi 


pig-killing city of Cia- 





cinnati, gave the following toast at the recent anniver- 


sary dinner 














“ Borsy Burns--The man whose character and 
writings knocked in the head of plebcian aristocracy, . 
and formed the cleaver which separated Une erist yoracy 
of mind from the aristocracy of pretension. He was 
the Sore-q arters of soul, the saddle of sentiment, 
and, in all that makes a man, he was a whole hog al 
round.’ 

T > Lover tells a f an Irishman 
giving the password at the battle of Fontenoi, at the 
sume time Saxe was Marshal 

“The password is Saxe: now. don’t forget it,” said 
the Colonel to Pat. 

* Faix! and I will not,” answered Pat: “ wasn't my 
father a miller?” 

“Who goes there?” asked the el after he 
arrived atthe post. Pat looked as utly as pos- 

r\ id in a sort of whisper-how plied, * Bags, 
yer honor 

—2coer 
LrA Goop Hrr—Gun Collon.— editor of an 
exchange aper vs that he hus whoa sneci- 
men ¢ in cott ud that rp © palm 
hand and tiga site ut 
se or F t} ind 
He the ks ac ‘ thinks of it; te 
w re { ! ‘ ver n his 
hi erhaps he'd better try it on his face once ina 
White 
-<27eo + 
j l lad i Poston, of sti t i-Ca crpre 
,arrarrned a ) cie?r i j ¢ ek 
‘ . because she | ard fir teved anife 
Tasse 
7~2err 
| ln att pl to pe n 1 isa rash act, bud 
a sli f bacon 18 @ rasher / pery day ts damp, 
t the ref fa lady isa t 
o> 
| Willia said a pretty gi / 
a1 elheart int Be y, “J ti Swe 
t, J r.? & Don’t lor eS 
} l Bill, * ldon't do nothin shorter! 
-~2.em 
[2 Elder James Taylor, « f the twelve apostles, 
( ere l duri the last year preaching in 
he North of England to the “ Latler-Day Saints.” 
) of his co alion, ¢ adult female, assured the 
bret » th by J e had expelled thirty-one F 
devils from her cupboard » 
mens ‘ 
SePLuife An ray ANSP) 
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